This  diary  belongs 
Address: 


March  3-June  17,  2005 


The  exhibition  was  organized  by  Shamim  M.  Momin,  associate  curator,  Whitney  Museum  of  American  Art,  and 
branch  director  and  curator,  Whitney  Museum  of  American  Art  at  Altria. 


From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent:  03/16/04  10:01  am 


Here's  some  good  stuff  from  an  article  I  was  reading  the  other  day:  "A  central  problem  of  choice  is  what  [is  called] 
'miswanting.'  Wanting...  is  'a  prediction  of  liking.'  Predictions  are  often  biased,  and  predictions  of  one's  feelings  are 
more  biased  than  most.  Current  preferences  'contaminate'  future  plans... .You  might  try  to  draw  on  experience  to 
help  you  choose,  but  your  memories  aren't  to  be  trusted. ...Our  minds  focus  on  the  peak  and  the  final  moments  of  a 
past  experience  while  crowding  out  memories  of  its  duration."1 

This  is  what  I've  been  thinking  about  a  lot  lately— if  time  really  only  exists  as  memory,  and  has  no  relation- 
ship to  the  actual  duration  of  the  experience  itself  (i.e.  the  way  a  few  seconds  of  something  resonates  in  your  head 
and  life  forever,  and— conversely— how  years  of  things  you  do  can  mean  nothing).  Why  is  it  that  we  hold  such  value 
for  "things  that  last?"  Why  is  length  more  elevated  than  intensity?  I'm  not  being  rhetorical,  I'm  really  wondering... 
xxx, 
smm 


From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  3/16/04  3:12  pm 

Hey!  Your  email  was  amazing: 

In  the  MoMA  [Museum  of  Modern  Art]  lecture  I  did,  I  called  this  concept  of  "miswanting"  the  "phantasm  of 
predestination"— letting  [an  idea  of]  the  past  determine  (your  idea  of)  the  future— this  is  totally  The  Birthday 
Present.2 

What  is  memory?  What  is  your  experience?  How  much  of  what  defines  your  memory  is  fiction?  And  is  the 
fiction  something  you  created  or  something  others  helped  you  to  create  (a  parent,  TV,  a  book]?  I  liked  what  you 
said  also— once  we  were  talking  about  relationships  and  you  said,  "But  there  are  always  good  parts,  too,  which  is 
always  so  hard  to  remember  not  to  forget."  And  when  you  said,  "I  think  being  in  love  is  a  choice  you  make."  Both  of 
those  things  speak  to  the  consciousness  of  memory  being  something  alterable  by  oneself,  by  the  feeling  one 
chooses  to  have. 


From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  3/20/04  11:28  pm 

The  Birthday  Present  just  started  expanding  a  bit.  I  think  the  narrative  structure  will  be  more  like  Hans  &  Grete  than 
I  thought.3  And  I  feel  like  a  content  vacuum  cleaner  right  now,  especially  about  modes  of  representation  and  how 
they  affect  memory  and  lived  experience. 

Here  is  this  rad  Dennis  Cooper  text. ..this  kid  is  imagining  he  is  a  rock  star: 

"I'm  standing  in  front  of  a  mirror,  one  hand  on  my  genitals.  I  wish  it  were  that  simple.  I  mean,  you  know,  like 
I'm  being  watched,  as  if  the  whole  world  is  watching,  like  protesters  said  in  the  sixties,  when  I  wasn't  born  yet.  It 
wants  me  invisible.  No,  it  wants  my  skin  in  a  heap  on  the  floor  and  a  teetering  skeleton  smeared  with  blood.  I  can't 
imagine  that.  As  far  as  I'm  concerned,  everything's  out  in  the  open.  I  won't  become  more  realistic  than  this.  I'm 
going  to  stand  here  awhile,  bow  my  head,  close  my  eyes  like  we're  told  to  in  school  when  someone  famous  has 
died,  and  that's  it.  My  mind's  a  total  blank.  Is  a  minute  up  yet? 

Fine.  Now  it's  my  turn.  I'm  going  somewhere  where  things  transform  into  teentsy,  unreachable  stars  (make 
that  glitter)  that  look  kind  of  sweet,  but  you  don't  have  to  think  about  what  they  imply.  Bye,  world.  I  stare  at  the 


walls.  They  start  growing  in  every  direction  until  my  whole  room  is  a  mile  wide  and  deep  at  least.  I  decorate  it  with 
thousands  of  blue  plastic  seats,  and  them  with  expectant  young  faces.  My  bed's  growing  too.  It  resembles  a  stage. 
Set  discreetly  on  top,  I  envision  a  figurine  bathed  in  a  spotlight.  It's  holding  a  microphone  in  its  right  hand.  It  starts 
to  open  its  mouth.  I  can't  wait  to  completely  refill  myself  with  its  opaqueness."4 
I  love  that  last  line  so  much... 


From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  3/23/04  1:21  pm 

I  was  up  late  last  night  (taxes  and  insomnia— whoa)  and  couldn't  stop  thinking  about  the  survivalist  preteen  litera- 
ture we  talked  about.  I  think  I  am  going  to  go  buy  Island  of  the  Blue  Dolphins.  Have  been  thinking  a  lot  about  the 
book  Flowers  in  the  Attic,  which  I  think  also  fits  into  this  category.  Something  kind  of  clicked  when  we  were  talking 
about  that.  Like  that  was  a  really,  really  important  genre  to  investigate, 
xxoo, 
S 


From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent:  3/25/04  1:30  pm 

I'm  going  to  see  if  my  parents  can  find  the  books  for  me... I  fear  they  packed  them  away  in  the  garage  and  they'll  all  have 
been  ruined,  but  I'd  love  to  see  my  little  girl  notes  in  them.  I  totally  agree—  it's  undeniably  something  to  think  about. 

I  am  SO  into  coming  to  see  you  this  summer  so  don't  forget  to  tell  me  your  dates  once  they're  done  so  I  can 
start  planning  my  twelve  weeks  of  unused  vacation... 

This  is  already  fun. 

xxx, 
smm 

From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  4/04/04  11:11pm 

Hey, 

Spending  a  quiet  evening  at  home  working  on  a  multiple,  learning  about  distortion  pedals. 
My  dates  are: 

Sue  to  Berlin  May  12  (ish? ):  Giant  boxes  arrive  with  light  stands  and  my  shoe  and  lipstick  collection. 

Sue  to  Weimar  until  the  first  week  in  July  for  serious  scriptwriting,  arm-candy  research,  and  amateur  water- 
coloring.  In  Weimar  there  is  a  castle,  Bauhaus  architecture,  follies,  Goethe.  Come  visit  for  a  long  time!  We  can  also 
do  trips  to  Berlin  or  in  the  Black  Forest,  where  I  have  always  wanted  to  go! 

Then  to  Lucerne,  Switzerland,  which  is  supposed  to  be  stunningly  beautiful.  Think  lake,  mountains,  goats,  little 
Heidi  outfits,  picnic  baskets,  and  amateur  watercoloring. 

Back  to  the  world  of  rock. 

xxoo, 
Sue 
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P.S.  I  read  Island  of  the  Blue  Dolphins  last  night.  And  got  Slavoj  Zizek's  book  on  fantasy  [The  Plague  of  Fantasies].  I 
think  there  is  something  really,  really  strong  between  the  Dennis  Cooper  text,  the  survivalist  teenage-girl  book 
genre,  and  the  original  premise  of  the  piece.  Getting  excited... 

From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent:  4/04/04  11:25  pm 

My  parents  were  supposed  to  bring  the  other  teen  survivalist  books  for  you  today  when  they  came  by,  but  they  for- 
got; I'm  sorry.  Those  three  strains  make  so  much  sense  together.  Good  luck  with  your  pedals.  I  just  spent  a  ridicu- 
lous amount  of  time  looking  up  supersonic  planes  and  sites  on  the  full  moon,  so  I  know  what  you  mean, 
xxx, 
smm 


From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  4/05/04  1:03  am 

My  insomnia  is  definitely  back!  That  is  okay.  I  tried  to  sleep,  read  some  text,  and  now  I  am  going  through  negatives 
and  paint  chips.  The  color  of  the  day:  Autumn  Crocus. 

I  am  yawning.  I  am  going  to  curl  up  in  bed  with  some  negatives.  I  bought  The  Black  Stallion  but  I  am  a  little 
afraid  to  start  it.  I  couldn't  stop  reading  until  I  got  to  the  end  of  Island  of  the  Blue  Dolphins  because  I  had  forgotten 
how  long  she  was  stuck  on  that  island  and  was  beginning  to  be  shocked. 

From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent:  4/05/04  2:58  pm 

I  imagined  being  on  that  island  so  many  times.  Fighting  off  wild  dogs  wearing  a  skirt  of  cormorant  feathers. 

xxx, 

smm 

From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  4/06/04  12:36  am 

Hey, 

I  just  saw  this  [Vito]  Acconci  single-channel  video,  Sound  Track.  Have  you  seen  this?  It  kind  of  really,  really  blew  my 
mind,  and  has  all  of  these  themes  in  it  that  we  have  been  talking  about.  I  borrowed  the  tape  and  was  going  to  get 
some  dubs  made  so  I  can  spend  more  time  with  it.  Maybe  we  could  do  a  midnight  screening? 


From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent:  4/06/04  ?:51  am 

That  video  sounds  really  interesting— I  was  actually  also  thinking  about  those  Mike  Mills  videos  again,  too.  I  like  the 

idea  of  a  screening— it's  way  more  fun  to  watch  with  people. 

xxx, 

smm 


From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  4/22/04  12:5?  am 

Hey, 

I  am  so  tired.  Have  been  packing  and  trying  to  finish. 

How  are  you?  I  bought  the  Phil  Collins  record.  Most  of  it  is  pretty  rough  (remember  "Sussudio? "),  but  those 
two  songs— the  one  about  the  ice,  and  the  one  about  standing  in  the  rain— are  so  amazing. 
Much  love, 
Me 


From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent:  4/30/04  8:5?  am 

Last  night  was  my  first  good  sleep  in  ages.  I  have  given  up  on  worrying  about  what  is  needed  to  get  me  to  sleep.  My 

insomnia  is  permanent,  been  around  since  I  was  12  years  old,  and  I  have  too  much  else  to  think  about  than  to 

worry  overmuch  about  the  "emotional  sources"  of  my  sleeplessness.  Whatever  it  takes  to  keep  me  functional  right 

now,  so  I  can  focus  on  the  other  stuff. 

xxx, 

smm 

From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  4/30/04  10:5?  pm 

Hi! 

I  was  emailing  with  Felix  and  I  remembered  being  an  insomniac  9-year-old,  wandering  through  our  childhood  house, 
listening  to  everyone  sleeping.  It  made  me  feel  like,  "Oooooh,  this  isn't  recent."  I  was  just  such  a  lush  through  my 
early  20s  that  I  didn't  notice  it  because  I  was  passing  out  every  night. 

Shamim,  I  leave  so  soon  it  is  insane.  But  I  am  sooooo  happy  that  you  are  going  to  come  and  visit  me.  We  can 
be  totally  sexy  nerds  in  Europe. 

I  am  also  excited  to  get  a  little  quiet  studio  thinking  time.  I  have  done  a  lot  of  scribbling  on  the  Whitney  piece, 
and  am  excited  to  put  them  into  sequence.  I  talked  to  Shai  Levy,  my  DP  (director  of  photography]  from  Hans  &  Grete, 
who  is  going  to  shoot  it  with  me  and  help  me  source  a  crew,  and,  you  know. 

I  am  going  to  go  crawl  into  bed  and  try  to  master  The  Dark  Hearts.^  I  love  laptops.  It  is  such  a  Proustian  way  to 
edit.  Lie  in  bed,  click  around. 
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From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent:  5/12/04  11:34  pm 

Hey, 

I  wanted  to  be  your  first  email  in  Germany.  I  hope  you  had  safe  and  easy  travels,  and  I  was  really,  really  happy  to  be 
able  to  send  you  off,  as  it  were.. .champagne  and  all. 

I  spent  most  of  this  evening-after  being  extraordinarily  jealous.  I  mean  that  in  a  good  way,  if  you  can  imagine, 
whereby  it's  not  that  I  wish  you  didn't  have  this  opportunity— I  am  wholeheartedly  thrilled  for  you  to  have  this 
opportunity,  but  envy  that  about-to-be  magic  of  starting  something  anew.  The  consciousness  of  how  fully  inflected 
with  the  rest  of  your  life  it  is,  the  way  life  always  is,  was  so  beautiful.  I  miss  the  very  particular,  inimitable,  immedi- 
acy of  going,  the  temporal  rift  of  being  poised,  just  about  to  go.  It's  one  of  my  favorite  things  in  the  world,  one  of  the 
best  versions  of  love  out  there.  People  think  I'm  terribly  cynical  about  love,  but  it's  just  because  I  expect  it  to  resem- 
ble that  breath  of  wonder  that  you  get  from  other  transcendent  things,  and  it  so  rarely  is.  My  travel  wish  for  you 
(my  mother  always  made  us  do  that  before  getting  on  a  plane,  superstitiously)  is  to  have  them  all  at  once. 

Your  Proust  and  costumes  are  safe  and  cared  for,  so  no  worries  there  either, 
xoxox, 
smm 

From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  5/13/04  8:55  am 

Hi, 

What  a  beautiful  email,  Shamim!  I  am  here  in  Berlin,  shaking  off  jet  lag  and  having  coffee  from  the  local  Turkish 
place.  It  feels  really  good  to  be  here,  Berlin  is  so  special  to  me. 

From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent:  5/19/04  10:13  pm 

Hope  you're  settling  in  well  and  feeling  fantastic.  I  had  a  multiday  slump  of  disinterested  semidepression  and  then  real- 
ized I'm  a  total  idiot,  and  that  I  love  my  life  and  the  amazing  things  in  it,  the  screwed-up  stuff  and  the  fabulous  stuff. 

I  just  read  this  in  an  A.S.  Byatt  short  story  about  a  woman  turning  to  stone  (I  should  say  stones,  the  litany  of 
specialized  petrological  types  she  describes  erupting  all  over  her  is  amazing),  and  I  loved  this  line:  "Life  runs  in 
very  narrow  stereotyped  channels,  until  it  is  interrupted  by  accidents  or  visions. .."7 
xxx, 
smm 


From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  5/20/04  8:15  am 

Hey, 

Me,  too.  I  got  here  and  completely  crashed.  Treated  everyone  like  the  enemy  for  two  days,  and  then  was  like  "Oh  my 
God,  wake  up,  Sue."  It  was  just  too  much  hard-core  activity  in  NY  and  then  the  crash  is  intense,  right?  Life  is  pretty 


amazing  right  now,  though;  I  agree  completely.  Like  what  you  said  about  choosing  to  be  in  love,  which  is  the  most 
brilliant  thing  ever  and  so  completely  true. 

The  good  news  is  that  I  have  these  long  unstructured  days,  so  I  am  starting  to  put  my  sequence  together,  and 
getting  really  inspired  by  the  architecture  here.  There  is  also  a  local  record  store,  which  I  have  been  spending  a  lot 
of  time  in— looking  at  liner  notes,  and  band  press  agent  stuff  from  the  sixties— it  has  this  wild  enthusiasm  that 
really,  really  does  it  for  me.  And  started  doing  equipment/shooting  planning  with  my  DP.  It  is  so  nice  to  work  with 
him  again.  I  am  so  completely  excited. 

"Visions"  and  "accidents!"  Completely.  And  then  the  "real"  of  after  that  moment  of  rupture.  What  is  the  "new?" 
What  will  the  day— today's  "real"  be  for  this  new  period  in  my  life? 

From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  05/30/04  2:55  pm 

Hey, 

I  brought  my  childhood  diaries  to  Berlin  so  I  could  examine  them  in  an  intense  and  focused  way.  There  is  some  full- 
on  feminine  girl  stuff  in  The  Birthday  Present-  I  left  a  dance  number  in,  but  right  now  I  have  it  in  a  pink  ballet  stu- 
dio. You  know,  8  years  old,  ballet  lessons...  I  have  it  scored  to  a  Phil  Collins  song,  either  the  sad  one  or  "Easy  Lover" 
maybe.  There  is  a  makeup  scene,  too.  Which  relates  to  that  Cooper  text  I  think.  I  am  trying  to  keep  it  around  20  to 
25  minutes. 

Felix  is  into  reading  things  to  me  at  night  that  he  thinks  relate  to  The  Birthday  Present,  and  came  up  with  this 
crazy  idea  for  doing  a  pretend  crane  shot  over  a  dollhouse,  which  I  think  I  want  to  try. 
Much  love, 
Me 


From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent:  6/09/04  10:04  am 

Thought  this  might  be  interesting  to  you... 
smm 

Strategies  of  Desire:  Kunsthaus  Baselland 

Today  there  is  an  incredible  amount  of  hype  surrounding  the  notion  of  desire,  one  of  our  strongest  emotions.  Desire 
is  both  a  marketable  commodity  and  a  fundamental  human  need  expressed  in  many  different  ways  We  yearn  for 
love,  friendship,  a  lifestyle  we  have  grown  accustomed  to,  glory  and  honor,  success,  remote  places,  adventure, 
change,  paradise  on  earth,  etc.  There  is  arguably  no  other  emotion  that  runs  such  a  wide  gamut.  Desire,  as  pointed 
out  by  philosopher  Ernst  Bloch,  is  the  only  truly  honest  human  condition....  Desire  engulfs  two  contradictory  poles: 
While  one  part  of  this  emotion  addresses  something  ambiguous  and  evasive,  the  other  part  is  more  focused  and 
knows  exactly  what  the  object  of  desire  actually  is.  On  the  one  hand,  we  long  for  an  indefinite  thing,  on  the  other 
hand,  that  longing  may  sometimes  be  quite  targeted.  Psychologist  Matthias  Vogt  also  argues  that  desire  concerns 
both  the  past  and  the  future— retrospections  and  visions  are  inherent  elements.  "While  desire  geared  towards  the 
past  expresses  itself  as  nostalgia,  desire  geared  towards  the  future  expresses  itself  as  Utopia,"  concludes  writer 
Paolo  Bianchi.  7 
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From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  6/10/04  ?:38  am 

Hey! 

Things  are  really  moving  with  the  piece.  I  am  going  to  meet  with  my  DP  this  weekend  in  Berlin  and  talk  about  crew.  I 
saw  a  good  candidate  for  one  of  the  stars  doing  dance  numbers  in  Alexanderplatz  with  her  group  the  "Bosen 
Madchen"  ("The  Evil  Maidens"].  I  think  she  is  11  years  old  or  something.  And  I  am  looking  for  a  studio,  but  that  is 
going  slow  because  I  am  here  in  Weimar  for  most  of  the  week. 

I  will  email  you  more  from  Berlin! 
Much  love, 
Me 


From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent:  6/11/04  6:45  am 

The  Bosen  Madchen  are  so  awesome,  I  can't  stand  it.  You  sound  so  well,  it  makes  me  happy.  I'm  still  feeling  a  bit 
burnt  out  and  trying  to  figure  out  how  to  get  some  recharge  that  lasts,  but  basically  things  are  pretty  okay. 

From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  6/12/04  8:38  am 

I  know  what  you  mean.  I  keep  crashing  and  then  doing  really  good.  This  year  must  have  been  so  emotionally 
intense  for  you.  Sometimes  I  try  to  imagine  how  crazy  your  life  has  been  with  curating  the  Whitney  Biennial  and  the 
breakup  of  a  ten-year  relationship  and  then  I  just  give  up... 

I  see  a  possible  studio  for  shooting  in  a  couple  of  hours,  meet  with  my  DP  tonight  to  talk  about  crew,  and  am 
feeling  really  excited  to  start  building  the  set.  I  am  still  back  and  forth  with  the  sequence.  I  keep  putting  stuff  in  and 
taking  it  out.  I  have  something  to  shoot,  but  I  feel  like  I  keep  circling  around  the  core  and  am  missing  the  final 
scene.  It  will  come. 

UN 


From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent:  6/12/04  10:21  am 

Hey  Sue- 
Have  you  read  The  Book  of  Illusions,  Paul  Auster's  latest?  It's  fantastic,  captures  a  certain  kind  of  sadness  so  beau- 
tifully. I  cried  through  most  of  it,  but  happily,  know  what  I  mean?  I  was  writing  this  down  for  someone  else  the  other 
day,  lines  from  the  book  that  I  loved  and  it  turned  into  this  funny  prose  poem  thing,  that  I  thought  you'd  appreciate: 
"ecstatic  negation,"  "the  tautology  of  desire,""nothingthat  happens  to  us  is  ever  lost,"  "my  skin  had  become  a 
palimpsest  of  fleeting  sensations,"  "report  from  the  anti-world,"  and  the  lovely  last  line,  redemptive  but  endlessly 
sad,  "I  live  with  that  hope."  8  My  favorite  part  relates  to  that  time  you  talked  about  being  "on  a  plane,  expecting, 


believing  that  it  would  crash,  waiting  for  it,  and  having  it  not."  Auster  writes:  "Perhaps  I  had  discovered  (quite  simply) 
that  the  dead  were  not  allowed  to  scream  in  you  more  than  once  a  day....  I  looked  out  the  window— nothing  happened. 
White  clouds,  silver  wing,  blue  sky.  Nothing." 9 

How  cool  is  that?  I  feel  totally  fantastic  now,  so  thanks.  Hope  it  translates  across  the  pond  to  you,  too.... 

xxx, 
smm 

From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  6/13/04  6:20  am 

Hey, 

What  an  amazing  email.  That  quote  was  so  beautiful,  and  it  made  me  think  back  to  specific  plane  rides  I  have  had, 
where  I  have  been  feeling  really  good,  and  then  had  this  parallel  thought  of,  "If  the  plane  went  down,  maybe  it  would 
be  perfect."  Usually  it  was  like,  something  was  completed,  and  I  didn't  have  the  hunger  yet  for  the  new  project,  and 
so  maybe  it  is  like  we  were  talking  about  with  experiencing  the  "in-your-body"-ness  of  dancing,  or  kissing,  or  what- 
ever, that  at  that  moment  of  feeling  an  end,  having  that  be  transformed  into  the  physical  expression  of  a  ball  of  fire, 
or  falling  quickly,  a  panic,  and  that  that  could  feel  perfect— an  exterior  expression  of  an  interior  state. 

I  think  I  hit  the  heart  of  something  with  this  video  last  night  and  finally  scared  myself,  so  I  have  been  a  little 
low  this  morning,  in  a  good  way.  All  year,  when  I  have  been  able  to  sleep,  I  have  been  having  these  intense  dreams, 
about  change,  and  about  being  a  little  kid,  being  back  in  these  rooms  from  when  I  was  10  or  so.  I  had  one  dream 
where  I  was  kind  of  an  adult  but  kept  morphing  into  a  kid,  and  I  was  carrying  this  small,  pink  porcelain  duck  around 
and  kept  trying  to  give  it  to  people,  but  either  they  wouldn't  take  it  or  I  knew  that  if  they  had  it,  it  would  die.  Finally,  I 
left  it  on  the  back  porch  of  my  childhood  home  and  some  kittens  came  and  ate  it. 
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And  there  was  another  one  with  my  younger  sister  as  a  hermaphrodite  and  one  about  walking  past  two  dead 
bodies  on  a  highway  that  were  mirror  to  each  other,  both  dead  but  facing  opposite  directions.  A  lot  of  them  were 
about  witnessing  something  and  being  embarrassed  and  afraid  of  the  feelings  it  stirred  in  me  as  I  looked  at  it.  I  am 
thinking  about  that  this  morning,  and  will  go  back  to  the  script  this  afternoon.  Feeling  really  subdued,  but  good 
about  that,  wanting  to  make  lots  of  notes  and  figure  this  out.  I  had  been  missing  the  emotional  core  of  this  piece, 
which  was  in  the  Cooper  text  I  had  sent  you,  but  was  just  not  in  it  in  other  places  so  far,  and  I  think  I  understand  it 
more  now. 


From.-  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  6/15/04  4:31  am 

Artwork  title  of  the  month:  "Ravenous." 

That  is  feeling  pretty  final,  as  long  as  you  don't  think  too  many  people  would  have  heard  of  the  film  of  that 
name.  I  think  that  word  describes  the  hunger  in  relationship  to  desire/wanting  to  be  desired,  and  also  the  vora- 
ciousness of  time  in  the  face  of  your  own  mortality... 

More  later... 

xoxo, 
S 


From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent:  6/17/04  9:40  am 

Here's  the  ravenous  idea  I  was  writing  about  recently: 

Ravenous  is  the  way  I  describe  that  thing,  when  there's  something  you  can't  exhaust  in  its  effect  on  you. 
There's  active  ravenous,  when  I  find  something  that  I  want  to  be  filled  with — ideas  or  things  or  people— and  this 
usually  goes  away  somewhat,  not  in  a  bad  way,  but  just  the  way  that  it  happens,  leaving  a  kind  of  memory  of  taste, 
and  an  occasional  craving  (to  beat  the  metaphor  to  death).  And  then  there's  the  other  ravenous,  specific  to  a  very 
few  things  in  the  world,  that's  not  exactly  passive,  but  that  comes  on  you  unexpectedly,  and  you  don't  recognize  it 
at  first.  Partly  because  it  has  its  own  life,  and  tends— though  you  can  steer  it  a  bit  and  delude  yourself  with  a  kind 
of  control— to  have  its  own  kind  of  will;  all-consuming  sometimes,  and  sometimes  just  a  tiny  pain  of  hunger,  but 
always  there,  and  it  never  goes  completely,  no  matter  what  happens. 

It's  kind  of  funny,  though  not  a  huge  surprise,  that  it  has  something  to  do  with  biting,  as  I  seem  to  use  that  as 
a  grounding  metaphor  for  so  many  things.  Maybe  it's  akin  to  how  descriptions  of  food  in  books  are  always  so  much 
more  evocative  and  sensual  and  total  than  any  food  could  ever  be.. .Was  talking  about  Narnia  things  the  other  day, 
the  sliver  of  ice  in  the  eye  which  I  absolutely  loved  when  I  was  little,  but  anyway  that  "Turkish  delight"  had  no 
chance  of  ever  living  up  to  the  imagined  version  of  it.10  Actually,  it  was  interesting  because  the  artist  I  was  talking 
to  said  she'd  reread  them  recently  and  was  startled  that  though  she  had  such  a  clear,  rich  descriptive  image  of 
everything  in  her  head  from  those  books,  in  the  actual  stories  things  are  not  elaborated  all  that  specifically.  I  guess 
we  all  filled  in  to  a  degree  that  seemed  just  true,  and  then  it  became  as  real  as  the  words  written.  What's  odd  is  how 
close  all  of  our  "fill-ins"  seem  to  be,  that  commonality  of  imagined  experience, 
xxx, 
smm 


From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  6/21/04  12:43  pm 

Hey, 

Adam  Putnam  talked  me  out  of  naming  the  piece  Ravenous,  and  talked  me  back  into  Black  Sun.  That  is  my  final 
name  change,  I  swear... 

I  loved  the  last  email  you  sent  about  hunger,  about  ravenousness.  I  keep  going  back  to  our  conversation  about 
plane  rides  that  we  both  have  had,  and  am  thinking  about  including  something  about  it    maybe  make  a  little  sec- 
tion of  a  plane  and  do  a  voice-over— I  am  not  sure.  I  bought  this  color  postcard  of  a  kitten  and  named  it  Frank,  and  I 
had  this  dream  last  night  about  Frank  dancing  with  a  pony  and  now  I  want  to  put  that  in,  too.  Maybe  with  the  seg- 
ment with  the  little  girl. 
Much  love, 
Me 


From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent:  6/24/04  10:03  am 

I  think  I  do  like  Black  Sun  better,  though  I  was/am  okay  with  Ravenous  if  that  gets  shifted  again. 
I'm  doing  okay— here  in  New  York,  as  I  decided  not  to  do  Europe  until  later. 

The  nonspace  of  an  airplane  could  be  really  interesting.  It's  something  I  imagine  being  a  pretty  broad 
response— the  suspension  of  everything,  the  potential  of  everything  somehow.  Liminality  and  becoming, 
latent  desire  for  the  beginning  of  something  or  the  end  of  something.  It's  a  great  metaphor  for  so  many  things, 
and  the  specific  visceral  way  that  one  experiences  it  all  when  suspended  above  ground  that  way  is  like  nothing 
else. 

Hope  Frank  is  well. 

xxx, 
smm 

From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent:  2/06/04  1:43  am 

I  just  got  back  from  Miami,  and  being  by  the  ocean  really  did  me  good.  The  sun  there  is  so  white  and  sharp,  it's  hard 
to  think  anything  that  you  see  is  real— it  just  shimmers  silver  until  you're  in  the  water,  and  that  sense  of  looking 
out,  swimming  out  towards  the  horizon  captures  a  kind  of  infinite  longing  that  just  feels  perfect,  and  so  much  larger 
than  any  of  the  little  things  that  seem  so  important  on  land. 

There's  apparently  something  that  happens  to  people  that  way— I  don't  know  the  science  of  it— but  it's  a  kind 
of  horizon  effect.  It  happens  to  new  pilots  a  lot,  probably  not  in  the  big  jet  planes,  but  in  those  little  ones  you  learn 
in  and  can  really  see  out  of.  They  get  kind  of  hypnotized  by  the  infinite  view  of  the  horizon  and  start  flying  out 
towards  it  without  thinking,  like  a  siren  song  or  something. 

It  was  a  full  moon  while  I  was  there,  and  so  when  my  friend  fell  asleep,  I'd  go  sit  out  on  the  patio  to  hear  the 
ocean  and  read.  One  of  the  books  I  read  was  called  Acquainted  with  the  Night  and  could  essentially  be  described  as 
"all  the  stuff  the  author  likes  that  has  to  do  with  night  "—mythology,  science,  astronomy,  biology  (i.e.  sleep  cycles), 
dreams  and  .ughtmares,  you  get  the  idea.11  There  was,  of  course,  a  whole  section  about  the  moon,  space,  and 
stars.  I  like  the  fact  that  Polaris  wasn't  always  Polaris— that  is,  that  star  was  not  always  the  pole  star.  Because  of 
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the  way  the  earth  spins,  kind  of  wobbly  like  a  top,  five  thousand  years  ago  when  the  pyramids  were  built,  it  was  a 
star  called  Thuban,  in  the  constellation  Draco.  How  cool  are  both  those  words? 

Oh,  and  of  course  there's  a  whole  section  on  insomniacs,  which  was  gratifying.  Thomas  Edison  was  one,  as 
were  Dickens  and  Wordsworth.  The  latter  used  to  rail  against  the  waste  of  time  of  sleep,  which  I  loved,  because  I 
spent  a  lot  of  time  expounding  on  that  very  thing  when  I  was  younger. 

I'll  be  31  when  I  see  you  next.  Weird.  This  year  has  been  really  full....  anyway,  how's  the  pony  coming  along? 
Send  pix  of  that  or  anything  else  you're  up  to. 
xxx, 
smm 


From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  P/06/04  4:50  pm 

Hey, 

Your  email  made  me  super-happy.  I  know  that  feeling— I  spent  the  last  two  years  of  high  school  in  that  place—  the 
water,  looking  at  the  space  between  the  sky  and  the  ocean.  That  feeling  is  tied  into,  for  me,  a  little  bit  about  what  we 
talked  about  in  the  bar  near  your  house,  that  state  of  being  so  corporeal  that  you  are  also  outside  your  body.  As  I 
get  older,  that  state  becomes  harder  and  harder  to  reach,  or  maybe  it  just  feels  quieter  when  I  am  in  it  or  something. 

I  did  some  work  today  and  fell  asleep  for  a  half-hour  in  the  afternoon  (that  is  so  luxurious  that  I  can  write  that) 
and  I  am  back  in  Berlin,  and  I  woke  up  confused  about  how  old  I  was  and  what  period  of  my  life  I  was  in.  I  think  it  is 
from  having  this  pause  from  New  York,  and  from  teaching  three  classes  while  making  lots  of  exhibition  things  there. 
I  feel  productive  and  excited  to  start  building  (I  got  the  big  crazy  studio.  Did  I  tell  you  about  it?  It  is  so  big,  and  200 
euros  a  month.  It  is  three  times  the  size  of  my  studio  in  New  York.)  But  I  also  feei  like  I  just  woke  up  from  this  epic 
nap  or  something  and  time  feels  different.  I  know  who  I  am,  I  know  where  I  am,  but  I  also  have  no  idea  who  I  am  and 
where  I  am,  if  that  makes  any  sense.  I  am  not  sure  what  it  means,  but  it  feels  new.  A  kind  of  alive  feeling.  I  guess 
that  is  how  I  would  describe  it. 

I  have  to  go,  but  your  email  made  me  so  happy  I  wanted  to  write  you  back  right  away. 
Much  love  from  your  foreign  correspondent, 
SDB 


From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  P/ll/04  5:5?  am 

Hey, 

I  had  this  super,  awesome  long  conversation  with  Dennis  [Cooper]  which  felt  really,  really  nice.  He  is  such  an  amaz- 
ing person.  He  was  really  excited  to  have  me  use  some  text  from  his  book  Closer  in  my  piece,  and  he  had  some  real- 
ly nice  and  helpful  things  to  say  about  long  relationships  and  everything.  I  would  just  like  to  say  as  well  that  Phil 
Collins  seems  to  have  been  through  a  lot  of  elaborate  break-ups  since  that  is  what  most  of  his  songs  are  about.  It  is 
really  crazy.  And  it  is  crazy  that  this  kind  of  frumpy,  short,  bald  drummer  would  be  so  obsessed  with  love. 
How  are  you?  Are  you  back  in  New  York? 

xoxo, 
S 


From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent:  P/ll/04  10:34  am 

Hey, 

I  so,  so  wish  I  could  go  with  you  to  look  for  crazy  stuff  for  the  video  and  watch  you  cast  it.... I'm  helping  another 
artist  out  with  his  new  film  because  he  intends  to  shoot  on  location  at  the  Whitney,  and  I'm  so  into  the  casting 
process  and  the  actor  thing.... 

I  was  thinking  about  you  a  lot  yesterday.  I  was  visiting  my  parents,  and  I  realized  that  if  I  go  there  alone,  I 
immediately  revert  to  that  terrifying  sense  of  being  someone  else— unformed,  trapped,  terrified  half  the  time  that  I 
would  not  get  the  chance  to  be  who  I  wanted  to  be,  and  desperately  waiting  for  my  life  to  start.  It's  so  odd  to  have 
not  lived  there  really  since  I  was  12,  but  still  to  have  it  be  my  childhood  home.  My  room  is  like  a  set  piece— it  could 
pretty  much  suffice  for  one  of  your  interiors,  frankly— baby  blue  carpet,  brass  bed  and  white  coverlet,  all  white  and 
blue  with  gold  accents,  posters  and  magazine  pix  taped  to  the  wall,  all  my  old  awards  and  school  photos,  freaky 
because  none  of  it  is  organic.  That  is,  they  built  an  addition  on  the  house  when  I  was  13  and  moved  my  room  to 
their  old  one,  and  just  kind  of  set  it  up  in  some  facsimile  of  my  childhood.  It's  even  more  bizarre  when  I  describe  it. 

Anyway,  I  always  like  to  peruse  all  my  old  books,  and  because  of  you,  this  time  the  box  of  all  my  old  diaries. 
There  are  so  many,  I  was  astonished.  It's  nuts.  The  younger  ones  are  more  interesting,  though,  the  desperate 
dreaming  that  I  thought  was  so  adult,  the  ideas  I  had  about  desire  that  are  both  gratifyingly  and  terrifyingly  similar 
to  the  ones  I  still  have.... 

I  am  so  glad  Dennis  is  into  your  using  that  text,  it's  so  perfect  and  amazing. 

xxx, 
smm 

From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  P/20/04  9:09  am 

Hey, 

We  should  shoot  a  video  in  your  bedroom— it  sounds  so  completely  amazing!  My  parents  redecorated  mine,  so  it  is 
this  funny  blank  space.  I  never  took  any  photos  of  it,  which  I  completely  regret.  It  would  be  so  amazing  to  have  it  at 
various  stages— from  9,  from  14,  etc.,  etc.  I  like  the  idea  of  being  able  to  go  back  into  this  time  capsule  of  the  past 
and  it  has  all  of  the  loose  ends  in  it  that  you  edit  out  when  you  remember  something.  That  is  the  difficult  and  beau- 
tiful thing  about  diaries,  too.  I  think  one  has  to  be  really  strong  to  stand  a  diary.  It  has  all  of  the  vulnerability  and  fal- 
libility of  the  actual  age  and  time  in  it. 

I  love  casting.  It  is  so  strange,  and  when  I  see  how  disposable  these  kids  are,  I  am  so  completely  glad  that  I 
am  not  an  actress  and  never  wanted  to  be  one.  But  casting  is  kind  of  like  a  cross  between  drawing  and  pretending 
to  be  in  the  movies  for  me.  I  kind  of  want  a  director's  chair  or  something.  I  need  an  eye  patch  for  this  shoot,  I  think. 
I  am  so  excited  that  you  are  coming  out. 
Much  love, 
Me 
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From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent:  7/20704  9:08  am 

HiSue- 

I  am  reading  that  new  Jeffrey  Eugenides  book  called  Middlesex.  Have  you  read  it?  The  main  character  is  a  hermaph- 
rodite, which  could  be  glib  and  silly  but  is  actually  pretty  great.  There  is  a  great  part  of  the  book  that  talks  about  the 
feminist  reading  of  language  as  patriarchal,  using  as  evidence  the  inadequacy/simplification  inherent  in  single- 
word  emotions,  that  they  are  too  conflicted  to  be  accurately  summated  that  way.  Instead  of  proposing  stupid  things 
like  "herstory,"  however,  s/he  argues  for  the  complex  phrase  version  instead.  As  the  whole  book  uses  the  hermaph- 
rodite, the  idea  of  hybridity,  etc.,  as  a  kind  of  polemic  against  simplification  and  clear  dichotomies,  it's  particularly 
nice.  "I'd  like  to  have  at  my  disposal  complicated  hybrid  emotions,  Germanic  traincar  constructions  like,  say,  'the 
happiness  that  attends  disaster.'  Or:  'the  disappointment  of  sleeping  with  one's  fantasy.'  ...I'd  like  to  have  a  word  for 
'the  sadness  inspired  by  failing  restaurants'  as  well  as  for  'the  excitement  of  getting  a  room  with  a  minibar.'" 12  That 
last  one  is  my  favorite.  I  spent  a  lot  of  those  insomnia-hours  making  up  my  own — you  should  try  it,  it's  really  fun.... 
Have  to  run,  we're  still  installing  the  new  piece. 

xxx, 
smm 


From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:?/28/04  10:30  am 

Hey, 

So  things  are  moving  in  a  nice  way  for  Block  Sun.  I  spent  most  of  July  in  Berlin.  Took  the  big  bombed-out  studio  and 
started  cleaning  it,  found  an  assistant  to  help  me  build  out  the  sets  in  August,  nailed  down  my  sound  guy,  and  have 
two  casting  agents  finding  kids.  I  have  started  building  this  house  model  based  on  this  beautiful,  ruined  house  I 
found  in  Weimar,  and  have  it  with  me  in  the  hotel  in  Brunnen,  which  is  funny.  Felix  picked  me  up  from  the  train  and 
laughed;  I  had  a  big  bag  full  of  dollhouse  patterns  and  parts  and  rulers  and  knives  and  the  usual. 

Lastly,  your  visit.  I  can't  find  the  exclamation  point  here  so  pretend  these  umlaut  things  are  exclamation 
points  bo6obobaaaaaaaaa£f£££££ 

I  am  going  to  go.  This  is  crazy.  But  much  love  to  you, 

Sue 


From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  8/01/04  6:19  am 

Hey, 

I  am  in  the  Italian  Alps  of  all  places.  Crazy.  Finishing  the  script  and  trying  to  take  a  vacation  with  Felix.  Having  a  hard 
time  being  away  from  my  piece  and  having  more  of  these  crazy  dreams.  I  think  the  dreams  might  be  from  working 
on  this  script.  I  kind  of  get  to  the  center  of  things  and  then  I  flinch. 

The  good  news  is  that  I  climbed  an  Alp  and  it  was  glorious. 

I  hope  you  are  good  out  there  in  NY.  I  miss  you,  Shamim. 
Much  love, 
s 


From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamirr.  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  8/04/04  5:05  am 

Hey, 

Of  course  you  should  stay  with  us!  It  will  be  fun.  Felix's  apartment  has  this  beautiful  front  room  with  a  view  of  the 
Alexanderplatz  TV  tower,  so  it  is  a  very  nice  way  to  greet  the  morning  in  Berlin,  and  it  is  lit  up  at  night.  We  just  had 
coffee  on  the  balcony  there  this  morning  and  it  made  me  feel  really  appreciative  of  being  alive. 

I  have  been  having  the  most  vivid  dreams  of  my  life  this  year.  It  must  have  something  to  do  with  all  the 
change.  Really  graphic,  really,  really  abject,  and  some  very  sad  ones.  I  keep  listening  to  records  and  finding  these 
songs  that  have  this  kind  of  intense  relationship  to  other  parts  of  my  life.  I  was  actually  thinking  about  making  a 
mix  tape  and  sending  it  to  you.... 

From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent  8/11/04  9:56  am 

Hey  Sweets- 
Make  me  a  mix  tape!  That's  the  coolest  thing  ever.  It's  kind  of  nuts  how  my  life  is  tracked  by  music.  I  think  of  the 
tapes  my  boyfriend  of  ten  years  would  make— he  actually  did  make  me  many  tapes  and  then  CDs,  but  for  some 
reason  it's  the  tapes  I  remember,  the  exact  sequence  and  flow  that  was  so,  so  critical  to  me  in  listening  to  them.  I 
still  can't  hear  most  of  those  songs  without  filling  in  the  next  song  in  my  head.  Hope  the  little  house  you  built  for 
the  kids  is  as  fabulous  as  it  is  in  my  head.  Did  I  ever  tell  you  about  the  treehouse  my  childhood  friends  (two  boys 
whose  dad  owned  a  lumber  yard]  built  when  I  was  9?  It  had  three  stories— the  top  "story"  was  just  a  perch  only  big 
enough  for  me,  high,  high,  up— and  a  swing  and  a  kind  of  dumbwaiter  pulley  thing  and  secret  compartments  and 
everything?  God,  I  loved  it  up  there,  the  secret  space  where  I  really  learned  that  you  can  build  worlds,  or  take  the 
ones  from  books  you  liked  and  act  them  out  and  find  the  things  you  want  from  your  life.  All  that  desire  stuff  we  talk 
about  all  the  time,  that's  where  I  first  remember  really  understanding  it. 
xxx, 
smm 

From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  8/13/2004  5:50  am 

Hey, 

I  will  totally  make  you  the  mix  tape  now.  I  think  you  are  one  of  the  few  people  who  would  get  it.  Ten  years  is  a  lot  of 
memories,  and  yeah,  a  lot  of  music.  I  am  kind  of  emotionally  confused  about  that  feeling  of  fracture— the  past  and 
my  heart  belonging  to  one  person,  and  the  present  and  my  heart  belonging  to  someone  else.  I  guess  it  feels  like 
fracture  because  I  loved/love  both  of  them  so  much,  but  it  feels  strange  not  to  have  access  to  a  past  feeling,  if  that 
makes  any  sense,  without  it  just  being  this  kind  of  loss— not  a  clean,  mourning  loss,  but  a  loss  that  has  this  ques- 
tion mark  in  it.  Of  like,  what  if  or  whatever.  It  is  all  tied  into  this  ruptured  past,  I  think.  Hopefully  that  break  will  soft- 
en or  lessen  as  time  passes.  Hopefully  all  those  years  and  experiences  we  had  together  won't  be  lost  in  this 
unspeakable  void,  but  you  know,  accessible  again  somehow. 

Gonna  email  again  later.  Your  email  was  so  rad  and  beautiful. 

Much  love, 
me 
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From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent:  8/18/04  10:1?  am 

Fracture— that's  a  good  word.  I  actually  don't  have  any  idea  how  to  handle  it,  especially  since  it's  still  in  the  liminal 
state  for  me.  I  think  "what  if"  is  the  worst  place  in  the  world,  and  I've  spent  a  lot  of  time  there  of  late  myself.  Loss  is 
a  hard  thing  to  figure  out.  Remember,  though,  that  all  those  years  and  experiences  still  exist  for  you  if  you  want 
them  to.  Don't  think  of  them  as  in  any  void,  let  alone  an  unspeakable  one.  I  think  it's  important  to  speak  those 
things,  keep  them  a  part  of  your  life  even  with  someone  new,  even  if  it  makes  you  crazy  to  hear  it.  Those  things  are 
integral  to  who  the  person  is,  and  you  wouldn't  want  to  lose  any  part  of  the  person  you  love  now  if  you  could  have 
access  to  it. 
xxx, 
S 


From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  8/19/04  1:4?  pm 

Hey, 

I  spent  the  day  making  tombstones  and  stairs  with  Haluk,  a  23-year-old  student  from  the  UDK  [Universitat  der 
Ktinste  Berlin],  the  art  school  where  I  am  going  to  teach  a  class.  I  am  getting  excited.  The  shoot  is  so  soon, 
xoxo, 
S 


From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  9/03/04  4:4?  am 

Hey, 

It  is  super-late  here,  and  I  cast  my  teenaged  actress  bright  and  early  tomorrow.  I  am  so  excited  that  you  will  be  here 
during  the  shoot!  Things  are  good.  The  usual  Berlin  magic  with  equipment  and  stuff.  I  got  $6,000  worth  of  lights  for 
$1,700,  but  the  guy  that  rented  them  to  me  had  no  pants  on.  Weird. 

I  have  a  script.  I  will  get  up  the  guts  and  send  it  to  you  tomorrow.  It  does  have  the  plane  in  it;  I  make  the  plane 
chairs  tomorrow!!  I  have  been  talking  about  it  in  terms  of  feminine  desire— this  mom  stuff,  which  is  meaningful  to 
me,  of  course.  It  remains  to  be  seen  how  apparent  it  will  be  in  the  final  edit.  Right  now  I  have  this  19-year-old 
actress,  who  will  play  the  17-year-old  girl  and  the  28-year-old,  and  also  the  mom.  I  also  have  a  60-year-old  actress 
to  play  the  mom.  I  thought  of  cutting  this  in  like  a  body  double,  like  you  see  this  beautiful  sexy  19-year-old  body, 
and  then  you  get  a  flash  of  the  same  outfit,  same  hair,  etc.,  but  a  60-year-old  woman's  body.  This  could  all  tie  in 
with  that  monologue  about  desire  and  the  Phil  Collins  "You  Can't  Hurry  Love"  dance  number  in  the  studio  with  the 
white  pony,  to  be  about  learning  to  desire,  and  the  ravenousness  of  desiring,  longing,  insatiable  longing.  From  a 
particularly  feminine  standpoint. 

Did  I  send  you  the  link  to  the  cast?  You  can  click  on  the  kids'  names  to  see  them. 
Much  love, 
me 


From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent:  9/06/04  9:01  am 

Hey  Doll — 

I  love  the  way  they  all  look,  actually;  can't  wait  to  meet  them. ..Sounds  amazing.  Please  don't  feel  weird  about  send- 
ing the  script.  I  would  love  to  see  where  you  are  and  obviously  things  are  always  being  developed  and  shifted... 
xxx, 
smm 

From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  9/0P/04  3:51  pm 

Hey, 

We  lit  the  house  model  today.  It  was  pretty  exciting.  I  am  back  at  our  apartment.  Feel  good,  but  very  tired.  We  found 
all  this  glitter  today.  Shai  [the  DP]  brought  a  bunch  of  stuff  I  never  used  from  Hans  &  Crete— pine  trees  and  glitter- 
so  I  think  we  are  going  to  have  it  raining  silver  glitter  on  the  little  girl  when  she  does  her  dance  number. 

Happy  you  are  coming.  I  am  going  to  go  look  through  my  notes  with  a  cup  of  tea  and  try  to  figure  out  my  shot 
list  for  tomorrow... 
Much  love  from  Berlin, 
S 
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From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent:  9/07/04  4:09  pm 

Okay,  I  think  I'm  going  crazy  because  the  idea  of  the  silver  glitter  on  the  dance-number  girl  just  made  me  cry.  I 

mean  actually,  which  is  so  weird.  More  soon.... 

xxx, 

smm 


From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  9/08/04  2:38  pm 

Hey, 

We  did  the  pony  and  the  house  today  and  made  it  thunder.  I  have  this  Fleetwood  Mac  song  I  keep  listening  to  which 
I  think  I  am  going  to  put  in  a  hard/sad  part  in  the  video,  also  because  it  keeps  making  me  cry.  I  think  the  thing  i 
want  to  keep  thinking  about  is  just  this  idea  of  wanting.  Like  just  wanting  something  so  bad,  and  seeing  if  I  can  find 
that  in  the  kids.  Like  have  them  show  how  much  they  want  something.  I  think  that  is  why  I  chose  Julia  Hartmann, 
because  of  the  way  she  said  the  monologue. 

What  times  are  your  flights  so  I  can  pick  you  up  from  the  airport? 

From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  9/14/04  5:06  pm 

Hey, 

Filming  has  been  going  really  well.  My  crew  is  great— working  with  Shai  again  has  just  been  amazing.  We  finished 
with  the  little  girl  Lena  Herrgesell  who  performed  the  dance  number.  I  was  so  sad  that  you  were  not  there  for  the 
shooting  of  that.  She  kind  of  reminds  me  of  what  you  must  have  been  like  at  1Z... 

I  am  super-tired  and  am  going  to  sleep,  I  just  wanted  to  say  how  happy  I  am  that  you  are  coming!  And  use  my 
cell  phone,  and  I  will  see  you  at  the  airport. 
Much  love, 
me 


From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent:  9/24/04  5:12  pm 

I  know  this  is  going  to  sound  melodramatic,  but  I  just  walked  in  the  door  from  the  airport,  and  I  am  seriously  think- 
ing that  the  whole  trip  kind  of  saved  my  life  and  mind  in  a  lot  of  ways. ..Thank  you  so  much.  I  have  been  sleeping,  as 
your  Valium  apartment  appears  to  have  semipermanent  side  effects,  and  everything  else  good  about  being  there  is 
too  much  to  list... I  am  so  excited  about  everything,  can't  wait  for  you  to  get  here.... 
Much  love, 
xxx, 
smm 


From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  9/25/04  5:29  pm 

I  am  off  to  the  set.  I  just  wanted  to  say  that  I  think  your  visit  had  the  same  effect  on  me.  It  has  been  awesome  being 
friends  with  you. 

I  am  shooting  the  airplane  right  now,  which  is  funny.  I  just  bought  airplane  whiskey  bottles  at  the  supermar- 
ket here.  We  did  the  slideshow  footage  yesterday  and  I  got  really  excited. 
Much  love, 
Me 


From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  9/26/04  2:5?  pm 

Hey, 

Last  day  of  filming  today.  I  took  the  crew  to  a  Greek  restaurant  to  celebrate  and  they  made  a  giant  meat  platter  for  us. 
Crazy.  I  can't  wait  to  start  editing.  It  is  definitely  about  feminine  desire  and  the  Thing—  longing  for  something  without 
a  name.  Trying  to  fill  in  a  gap  that  is  impossible  to  fill.  And  hauntings.  I  guess  you  and  I  can  know  about  the  dead  what- 
ever thing  but  I  guess  that  can  float  out  of  the  specific  description  of  the  project— it  feels  okay/right  to  do  that. 

From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  10/04/04  12:02  pm 

Hey, 

I  am  bringing  the  house  model  with  me  and  will  take  it  to  the  fabrication  place  to  talk  with  them  about  what  is  possi- 
ble. I  had  coffee  with  a  friend,  also  an  artist,  yesterday,  and  I  was  going  on  about  making  really  giant  objects  and 
having  them  break  down,  and  I  started  thinking  about  when  you  are  a  kid  and  sneak  into  an  abandoned  house  that 
is  a  construction  site. 

There  was  this  house  where  I  grew  up  that  someone  started  building  and  then  work  on  it  stopped  for  like  two 
years,  and  so  I  used  to  go  there  with  friends  and  drink  beer  and  get  stoned  and  whatever.  It  was  half-built,  so  part 
of  it  was  framed-out  and  part  of  it  was  more  realized.  I  got  excited  thinking  about  that  in  relation  to  the  house  for 
our  show,  making  a  house  that  feels  like  that  somehow,  and  it  opened  things  up  for  me  a  little  bit  because  it  meant 
that  part  of  it  could  just  be  the  footprint,  and  part  of  it  could  be  a  realized  facade  (if  that  were  cheaper).  But  having 
the  entire  facade  more  realized  would  also  be  beautiful.  I  think  it  is  the  right  thing,  though,  the  more  I  think  about  it, 
the  more  I  am  obsessed  with  it. 
Much  love, 
Me 
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From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent:  10/20/04  12:11  am 

Can't  wait  to  see/hear  what  you're  thinking  house-wise.. .everything  seems  kind  of  crazy  and  out-of-time  lately,  I 
can  never  seem  to  remember  what  day  it  is.  I'm  marking  things  by  events  and  sensations  instead.  I  got  my  tattoo 
yesterday,  the  Ouroboros  twisted  like  an  infinity  sign  that  was  my  sort-of  boyfriend's  30th  birthday  present(!!),  and 
he  called  because  he  knew  I  was  getting  it.  Somehow  that  was  really  meaningful  to  me. 

My  mom  was  here  yesterday  and  she  was  looking  through  all  our  old  photo  albums,  and  she  brought  one  of 
me  reading  in  my  room  that  she  liked  that  was  so  freaky  because  I  didn't  remember  that  my  old  bedroom  was  quite 
as  surreal  and  over-the-top—  like  all  pink  and  white  and  gold  and  frilly  canopy  and  I  was  lying  on  this  huge  hot  pink 
stuffed  poodle  that  I'd  forgotten  about  that  was  my  favorite  "seat."  Bizarre. 
Kisses  to  you  and  Felix, 
xxx, 
smm 


From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  10/20/04  12:52  pm 

Hey, 

That  is  so  completely  awesome  about  the  tattoo,  and  I  know  what  you  mean  about  your  boyfriend  calling.  I  guess 
the  nice  thing  about  both  of  our  situations  (yours  and  mine,  I  mean)  is  that  we  both  seem  to  have  this  very  strong 
appreciation  for  the  good  parts  of  the  ten  years,  and  also,  like,  still  loving  the  person  even  while  also  knowing  that 
it's  not,  or  might  not  be,  possible.  Which  is  also  confusing,  I  guess... 

That  is  so  great  that  your  mom  has  all  those  pictures.  A  lot  of  my  childhood  stuff  is  MIA  or  whatever.  It  breaks 
continuity  with  the  past  to  not  have  a  record. 

When  I  was  9, 1  wanted  to  wallpaper  my  bedroom  with  red  roses  and  have  a  canopy  bed.  It  was  my  dream.  I 
love  that  you  owned  a  giant  pink  poodle.  If  you  still  have  it  in  your  basement  or  garage  or  something,  maybe  I  could 
refabricate  it  for  you  so  you  could  have  it  in  your  house.  And  if  anyone  asked  you  could  be  like,  "Oh,  it's  a  sculpture." 
But  it  would  also  be  your  poodle. 

From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  10/20/04  12:59  pm 

Heyi 

I  am  going  to  work  some  more  on  the  house.  I  should  have  something  in  the  next  day  or  so.  I  am  aiming  for  tomor- 
row, but  I  want  to  make  a  foam-core  model  also  to  be  sure,  and  photograph  it. 
AWESOME. 


From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  10/30/04  8:56  pm 

Hey, 

I  am  logging  tape  right  now  (we  have  25  hours!). ..if  this  house  isn't  possible,  it  is  enough  time  for  me  to  figure  out 
something  else.  I  think  the  house  is  pretty  ideal,  though.  Did  you  get  that  feeling  from  the  model?  Like  when  I  saw 
the  interior  shape,  and  black,  I  was  like,  you  know,  this  feels  right.  BUT  I  am  also,  you  know,  a  little  bit  afraid  of  how 
big  this  is,  so  if  I  talk  to  Tim  and  Adam  (the  fabricator  guys  who  might  build  the  house)  and  they  also  think  that  it  is 
insane,  I  can  work  out  something  else... 

I  can  finish  my  logging  in  the  next  day  or  so  and  then  I  start  my  edit. 

xoxo, 
Me 

From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 
To:  Sue  de  Beer 
Sent:  11/01/04  9:59  pm 

Hey  Sue— 

I  have  been  thinking  about  you  a  lot,  about  the  project  and  the  installation.  I  think  the  pink  house  is  just  right,  Sue, 
really,  and  I  am  so  hoping  we  can  do  it.  I  do  like  the  idea  of  the  incomplete  enclosure;  I  think  it  works  with  the  way 
that  you  can  never  get  a  sense  of  the  whole  structure  anyway,  that  constant  thwarting  of  a  total  view  limns  the 
video  itself,  the  tension  unresolved,  the  rooms/spaces  that  never  allow  for  a  fully  resolved  sense  of  some  real 
structure  within  the  video. 

I  like  the  interior  being  black,  as  long  as  one  can  still  feel  the  movement  of  the  walls  around  you,  so  that  you 
don't  just  feel  like  you're  in  a  black  box  video  room  where  the  architecture  dissolves  into  an  immersive  experience. 
The  windows,  especially  lit,  should  solve  that,  of  course,  as  will  the  rug.  I  like  the  idea  of  kind  of  reversing  your  inte- 
rior/exterior—that is,  putting  that  creepy,  enticing  pinkness  on  the  outside,  the  seduction  of  surface  and  material 
more  emphatically  exterior,  marking  that  transition  a  bit  more— again  it  makes  sense  conceptually,  the  way  we 
were  talking  about  it  in  Berlin,  this  greater  sense  of  the  interior,  both  abstractly  and  literally. 

I  had  this  fantasy  about  the  staircase,  or  other  parts  of  the  set,  still  outside,  as  an  additional  kind  of  reversal 
of  elements,  especially  in  that  space,  going  nowhere,  and  making  that  quasi-public  private  space  even  more  surreal. 
I  miss  you... 
xxx, 
smm 


From:  Sue  de  Beer 
To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 
Sent:  11/2/2004  10:12  am 

Hey, 

Your  email  made  me  feel  so  good  about  the  installation  idea.  I  don't  know  if  you  can  see  it  in  the  model,  but  I  had  the 
gallery  walls  painted  pale  pink  so  that  when  you  look  out  the  windows,  you  see  the  pink.  You  know  you  are  inside 
this  pink  space,  even  though  you  are  surrounded  by  charred  black.  This  is  stupid,  but  when  I  made  the  model,  I  was 
like,  "the  black  heart  of  a  teenage  girl— pink  on  the  outside,  black  on  the  inside."  And  the  pink  being  this  active  force 
that  you  are  challenged  with  when  you  step  into  the  space,  like  you  are  pressed  against  the  wall  by  it  or  something. 
I  agree  about  the  exterior  of  the  gallery  space.  I  was  actually  just  thinking  about  building  the  stairs  myself, 
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my  carpentry  is  better  now.  I  was  kind  of  thinking  about  what  they  would  look  like  freestanding.. .the  other  possibility  I 
was  thinking  about  was  like,  blinging  out  the  tombstones  with  the  beautiful  enamel  paint,  and  putting  them  in  the 
now  inaccessible  back  area  of  the  gallery  space  (where  it  says  "graveyard"  on  the  floor  plan]  so  when  you  look 
through  the  back  windows  of  the  house,  that  is  what  you  see  back  there.  The  other  possibility  would  be  to  use  that 
back-projection  footage  that  Shai  shot  for  the  nighttime  landscape  in  the  graveyard  set  and  stick  it  on  a  loop  visible 
out  the  back  window  of  the  house.  That  could  be  nice  with  or  without  the  gravestones. 

Your  visit  to  Berlin  kind  of  saved  my  life— or  put  me  back  in  myself  somehow,  if  that  makes  sense.  I  was  really 
happy  to  be  here,  but  a  little  disoriented.  I  felt  some  Sue-ness  creeping  back  into  my  veins, 
xoxo, 
S 


From:  Sue  de  Beer 

To:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

Sent:  ll/P/2004  12:29  pm 

I  went  to  my  studio  and  the  guys  that  have  that  gallery  space  were  throwing  out  the  sets.  I  caught  them  just  as  the 
graveyard  was  going  into  the  dumpster.  They  had  decided  to  raise  my  rent  and  my  spam  filter  had  put  their  emails 
in  the  trash.  Close  call. 

I  just  captured  my  first  footage,  which  was  kind  of  exciting— I  am  done  with  logging.  The  wrap  party  is  in  a 
couple  of  hours.... 
Much  love, 
Me 


From:  Shamim  Momin,  Altria 

To:  Sue  de  Beer 

Sent:  11/10/04  11:34  pm 

How  was  the  wrap  party?  I  so  wish  I  could  have  been  there.. ..I'm  so  glad  you  saved  the  sets,  that  would  have  been 

tragic.  It  would  be  awesome  if  we  could  put  that  gorgeous  stairway  in  the  sculpture  court  or  something... 

I  am  so,  so,  so  excited  to  see  the  edit,  in  whatever  form... 

xxx, 

s 

From:  Sue  de  Beer 
To:  Shamim  Momin 
Sent:  11/11/04  6:59  am 

No,  they  had  already  trashed  the  stairs.  I  just  got  to  them  as  they  were  doing  the  graveyard.  Frustrating.  I  have 
the  pattern  for  the  stairs,  though,  and  I  was  kind  of  thinking  like  you  were  about  them.  It  is  a  pretty  cool  object. 
It  could  be  interesting  to  make  them  a  little  bit  smaller,  like  the  size  they  would  be  if  they  were  in  the  actual 
house.  Although  the  stairs  as  if  you  could  walk  on  them  but  that  don't  go  anywhere  is  kind  of  exciting. 

I  also  had  another  idea  for  the  courtyard  involving  cute  animal-like  freestanding  things,  kind  of  like  signs.  I 
have  to  make  a  drawing,  but  like  two-dimensional,  freestanding,  psychotically  happy  animals  that  are  faced  with 
something  that  looks  like  stickers.  They  could  contain  credit  information  somehow.  Like  one  could  be  a  happy  kitty, 
and  one  could  be  a  pink  kitty-shape  with  information.  This  would  also  look  awesome  with  a  set  of  stairs  somewhere 
in  the  vicinity,  though. 


Okay,  I  am  off  to  go  edit  the  dance  number. 
Much  love, 
Me 


From:  Sue  de  Beer 
To:  Shamim  Momin 
Sent:  11/15/04  10:28  am 

Hey, 

I  just  edited  the  monologue  and  took  a  little  break. 

I  am  capturing  that  footage  of  the  little  girl  in  the  bedroom  right  now.  I  want  to  rock  this  edit  so  hard  before 
my  feet  touch  American  soil, 
xoxo, 
S 
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